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At seven he reappeared and suggested we open the
last tin of sausages so we could all eat them for break-
fast. This I did. Nothing more was said about leav-
ing. But by seven-thirty he had saddled the camels
and we left. I was sad to say good-bye to gentle All,
who walked for a while beside my camel to postpone the
moment of parting. Sudan and I rode on in silence.
I supposed he was thinking of his wife, Ageyle. I was
still wondering whether it was Ageyle I had seen out-
side the tent at dawn. Was this the girl for whom we
had urged forward our camels every hour of the way
from Jafer ? Was this the girl for whom he would risk
disgrace ? Was this the target of our journey ?

For the girl I had glimpsed standing outside the tent
was as ugly as sin.

The ground over which we travelled was strewn with
heavy stones; and the camels moved slowly. In the
distance I could see a flock of black sheep being driven
out to pasture. At last Sudan broke the silence.

'' Do you see that girl over there ? "

I looked towards the flock and saw a black-clad
shepherd girl.

"Yes."

"That is my girl.   My wife.   Ageyle.''

He drove his camel towards her. For a moment
I hesitated. He beckoned me to follow. As we
approached, she turned away shyly. But he said some-
thing to her softly, which I could not understand; and
slowly she turned round and looked up at us. She
was slender and small and very young. As she stood
there with rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes, gazing
up at her man, she looked wildly attractive. I could
understand what he felt. And I was happy as I said
farewell, and turned away to leave them to say good-